POETRY
All the tumult, and quenched it with quiet, and holy behest, Till the rapture was shut in itself, and the earth sank to rest
There the urgency of the emotion gave birth to poetry worthy of it, and it is with something of a shock that one turns to lines like these from Waring
He was prouder than the devil
How he must have cursed our revel1
Ay, and many other meetings,
Indooi visits, outdoor greetings,
As up and down he paced this London
With no work done but great works undone
and that is by no means the worst Browning can do
His work can conveniently be divided into three periods The first is the least approachable, but in some ways the most interesting, it is the period of Paracelsus and Sordello, where he is engaged in a tremendous but hopeless struggle to get the world in order in his mind, to establish values, especially those of love and power, of knowledge and the ambition for knowledge, and in Paracelsus he seems to have been consciously aware of the intellectual currents of his time. Then followed the plays, including Pippa Passes In about 1845, a year before his marriage, there opens the period in which he wrote his most characteristic work, from The Flight of the Duchess to The Ring and the Book (1868-9) a period which contains the fiery monologues, in which the characters seem to lend Browning a power of speculative thought which he was denied when he spoke as from his own person, as Mr Abercrombie notes, a period which produced the amazing gallery of portraits to be found in Men and Women and Dramatis Personae. But after 1869 Browning seems to have lost grip, his poems lack coherent driving-power, which in default of form, is what had held them together A superb energy of being, rather than a directive energy of thought, had previously sustained his powers, and the first is apt to fail with years, especially when combined with an
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